and a tangible concrete force -the Red Army, -both working within a concentrated geographical area and over a time frame (thirty years) the edges of which remain graspable.
The time, the manner, the place, the personae of empire are more dispersed for Naipaul and Paz. The claustrophobia of marginality, the sense of futility and guilt, the ambiguities of the empire-colony phenomenon are very close to both men, but the Spanish and the English have departed, and Mexico and Trinidad have always, as entities of fact and memory, had the capacity to flow away from them, to slip through the fingers of either writer whether he is working as a poet, a novelist, or an historian. Consequently, Paz and Naipaul have had, in the process of their careers, to construct versions of the history and social forms of their native lands. The Labyrinth of Solitude and The Loss of El Dorado have this impulse in common, however unlike they are in sensibility and manner. The predicament of limitation within which Paz and Naipaul have seen themselves has been more difficult of focus, and the focus that they have managed to salvage for themselves has often, for their readers, had a dispersed quality. The urgency is there, but so is a kind of blur. Yet it is easier to place Paz into the company of Kundera and Konrad than Naipaul. He has, in the final resort, seen himself as a writer within a . national context, as a politician-diplomat-poet working with that most politicized of aesthetic instrumentalities of this century, surrealism. Naipaul has remained aloof, apart, a novelist always moving in a terrain saturated with the ideological and heavy with the urgency of the political. He has not had the benefit of supportive context. In tracing his own path through the thickets of his experience and the labyrinth of tricky reflection triggered by this experience, Naipaul may be, among the company of Howe, the most interesting. It is now just over twenty-five years since Naipaul published his first novel, and although it was not true in the beginning it has become true in the end: his voice rings with scepticism, doubt, and weariness, he is a poet of limitation, he is endowed with a keen political sense. It may be of value to look at the texture of the voice, of the limitation, of the political sense in a critical world that would often see Howe's praise as Naipaul's damnation.
I V.S. Naipaul is an incendiary. Whatever his imagination touches takes fire. It burns, blackens, illuminates. Under the pressure of a very lucid despair, people, actions, and beliefs take strange, abrupt forms. His work is haunted by complex clarifications which darken the horizons within which our hopes move. Naipaul is the unwelcome guest at the feast of language and belief where we feast on our illusions. He has haunted the margins, the enclaves, the barracoons -to use his own bitter normative description of the compounds of slavery days -of a colonized, imp over-ished Third World. He has done so with a controversial mixture of compassion and dismissal, with a particular kind of honesty not free from sleights of imagination which can distort. For over twenty-five years, he has kept watch on the world that produced him, on himself as the refracted theatre of that world, and on both as a distinct kind of morality play of deadly seriousness. To the extent that we all have a vested interest in the authenticity and the possibility of who we are as persons and cultures, to that extent we have a vested interest in what Naipaul is saying, what we believe he ought to be saying. From the Caribbean, Africa, India, from the world of Islam have come protests. Naipaul is unfair, untrue; he generalizes without enough empirical evidence; he particularizes without sufficient attempt to understand the conceptual cultural frame that would make these particulars coherent in their own context of reference. He is negative, agnostic, destructive; he cultivates a nomadic, shallow, imperial intelligence in a style which shimmers with elegance and contempt. It is always the hypnotic capacity of that style to overwhelm its subject that infuriates the reader as cosharing victim. The list of African, Caribbean, and Indian writers aligned against Naipaul is impressive. George Lamming has often been a hostile observer of Naipaul's manner:
His books can't move beyond a castrated satire; and although satire may be a useful element in fiction, no important work comparable to Selvon's can rest safely on satire alone. When such a writer is a colonial, ashamed of his cultural background and striving like mad to prove himself through promotion to the peaks of a 'superior' culture whose values are gravely in doubt, then satire, like the charge of philistinism, is for me nothing more than a refuge. And it is too small a refuge for a writer who wishes to be taken seriously. 4 Chinua Achebe, Wilson Harris, C.D. Narasimhaiah, Gordon Rohlehr have all expressed an unease with those aspects of Naipaul that touch on values and territories close to them. 5 Many are uneasy with the Naipaul manner and feel somewhat as Karl Kraus did about Heine: 'Heine was a Moses who struck the rock of the German language with his staff. But dexterity is no witchcraft, the water did not gush from the rock -he had it hidden in his other hand, and it was eau-de-cologne., 6 This view of Naipaul is held very passionately by people who see him as detached from the world, viewing it through a lens of spectatorial irony and from a carefully maintained distance. Many Third World critics have protested the unfairness and the incorrectness of Naipaul's critique of Islam, India, and Africa. Here is Robin Biswas reviewing An Area of Darkness in the Tamarack Review:
One might not unfairly maintain that the pattern in the carpet of this' experience of India' is traced by human faeces. The author picks a fastidious dis-tressed way from one malodorous evidence of public defecation to another. Diverse and divided as the country is, this one touch of nature makes all India kin; excrement links the country together -Goa to Kashmir, Kashmir to Madras. Really! The mock-Churchillian rhetoric amuses but the lightning generalizations and acrobatic connections beg a swarm of questions. 7 . There is much justification in this kind of observation. There is much truth in their protest. Human beings and cultures have to protect themselves against travesty. And in his periodic embracing of a conception of the rational and the human that is Western and post-Enlightenment, Naipaul has travestied a wide variety of cultures and civilizations. There is, naturally enough, for those of us not caught in the nets of cultural dismissal, a tendency to give Naipaul the benefit of his novels, the benefit of the special insights caught bravely on the anguished antennae of a poised imagination. He should not benefit from these views, and would not, I think, in the final resort, wish to. This is not to say that as a journalist and a human being he is without posture and free of an indulgent and somewhat languid narcissism. Neither is he free of prejudice, and his awareness of what may be said is matched only by his scrupulous sense of what must be said. Paul Levy, in his excellent book on G.E. Moore and the Cambridge Apostles, has described an environment and temperament of judging things that reminds one of Naipaul, who has always been a great judge of many things that the wisdom and the confusion of the present time would prefer to leave unjudged, not spoken of. What happened, asked Keynes, when the Apostles divided on intuitions about what was good?
In practice, victory was with those who could speak with the greatest appearance of clear, undoubting conviction and could best use the accents of infallibility. Moore at this time was a master of this method -greeting one's remarks with a gasp of incredulity -Do you really think that, an expression of face as if to hear such a thing said reduced him to a state of wonder verging on imbecility, with his mouth wide open and wagging his head in the negative so violently that his hair shook. Oh! he would say, goggling at you as if either you or he must be mad; and no reply was possible. 8 Who, among Naipaul's readers, has not felt the pressure of this papal gesturing? This is Robert Boyers: 'Naipaul often sets the stage for telling political encounters, only to retreat to the pregnant gesture.'9 But if Naipaul has apostolic affiliations he has them with the truculence of Wittgenstein and the stubborn humanism of E.M. Forster, both Apostles and distinguished exceptions from Keynes's overview comment: 'We were not aware that civilisation was a thin and precarious crust erected by the personality and the will of a very few, and only maintained by rules and conventions skilfully put across and guilefully preserved. 110 Naipaul is never free of this awareness and carries it into his fiction with intransigent nuance. The sense of a threatened civil order, of an order of civility on which any future civilization, unwounded and free of the taunts of ideology and power, must be based, has been the dominant motif of Naipaul's writing from the beginning. It has, as a concern, developed over the years. To have such a concern without solidifying it on the planks of an actual civilization is, of course, not easy. It involves all of the tentative ironies of negativity from a 'free state' in which, from some Archimedean point, a camera oversees the various ideological frames that both East and West, North and South have been caught in since World War Two as 'scenarios.' It is not, as Naipaul would be the first to admit, that important realities are not at stake in the Islamic or decolonializing scenarios, that as provocation and invocation they do not carry a genuine burden of ambition and history. 11 Quite simply, against a backdrop which is larger than their concerns and more extensive, certain issues touching on a transcultural civil order -culture, for our non-Arnoldian time, against anarchy -are sadly occluded. A more apocalyptic and Spenglerian way of putting this is easier than the route Naipaul has chosen to travel. What he has tried to do, with an overreaching intelligence in his journalism and a restrained, tensed imagination in his fiction, is to see clearly the darkened, purgatorial disfigurations of contemporary history. Theodore Dreiser put it in a nutshell: 'The sum and substance of literary as well as social morality may be expressed in three words -tell the truth.'12
II
Naipaul has beaten out a lonely path across a very private terrain of difficulty in a controversial and highly publicized forum. This is one of the paradoxes of literature: it carries the intimacies of private reflection into public debate. The subjects that Naipaul has dealt with have been representative and typical enough of a post-colonial world. Needless to say, the way Naipaul has approached these subjects has been independent, idiosyncratic, direct. He has, from the beginning, shown the mark of the true novelist, who works, as he says, not with 'a quality of intelligence but a quality of feeling,1l3 and in doing so reverses the process that is more normal for the non-writer. Kathleen Nott catches the reverse play that. distinguishes the quality of attention the novelist brings to life: 'Often we begin very ideologically and come home to ourselves and to experience in the concrete, if ever, comparatively late.'14 This is very true, and especially so for the territories of place and experience close to Naipaul. These areas have been most especially subject to the passionate assertions of ideological ordering.
It may be worth pausing for the moment over the tangled relation between the kinds of order favoured by the separate domains of feeling and ideology. Ideology, by any definition, comes down to an idea, or a cluster of attitudes and beliefs compacted into a structure of ideas, of what we think our world was, based on what we would like it to be, given the fractured hostilities that we have to undergo in the present. Ideology works out of the same complex of emotion as general mythology but is tailored in a reductive way to increase its political and functional value for the present. It is, as an instrument of asserted coherence, impatient, urgent, coercive. Ideology is the politics of culture in a culture which, with pre-emptive aggression, sees everything as political. In a colonial society where most of the visible and the invisible structures of oppression are political and may be traced to the deep traumata of the psychological make-up of the colonized (Fanon, Mannoni, Memmi, KovelY5 there is every reason why almost every detail of one's inheritance, one's environment, one's prospect, should be subjected to the revaluating glance of suspicion. Scepticism, naturally enough, is triggered very quickly by the suggestion that there may be a region of human behaviour capable of interpretation not affected by the ideological. Since the French Revolution, left-and right-wing parties in the West have been criticizing each other's philosophical ambitions as economic and political structures of self-interest. This way of understanding the world has grained itself into our sense of how things are. It has wrought much good but has yielded, in the twentieth century, nasty and ambiguous fruits. Ideology purges in the interesting cathartic sense of Aristotle; we may see this in the energies released by the nineteenth-century romantic nationalist movements. This purging would have to be looked upon as reasonably welcome. Ideology, however, purges also in a distinctive and malign modern sense and is often genocidal in impulse and act. 16 The emancipating and the oppressive connotations of the word 'purge' meet head-on in modern literature, and they meet with full force in the novel, the poem, and the play that come from the world of the colony.
That the domains of feeling and ideology should inter-strand in this way is not surprising. Albert Wendt, the Samoan novelist, put his situation this way:
Even serious artists such as Gauguin, Melville, Stevenson and Maugham played a crucial role in establishing the sad myth of the South Seas paradises. Literary factories like Michener inflated the glittering corpse further. As a writer I have so many literary strait-jackets and myths about the South Seas to break out of in order to see my own people, honestly, truthfully. Still so much crap to unlearn! To some extent, I am still a stereotyped tourist wandering through stereotyped tropical paradises, a cliche viewing the South Seas through a screen of cliches. 17 Unlearning crap is,agonistically, important. The essence of this unlearning, however, involves discrimination, and within the maze of cliche, from which one's own sense of oneself may not be excluded, discrimination involves extremely difficult rites of sensitivity. One almost has to rehearse the situations in which one becomes, to and for oneself, tactically visible.
Naipaul too, like Wendt, had to extricate himself from a screen of imperial cliche. The full banality of this grid of dismissiveness may be followed in Eric Williams's masterful presentation, British Historians and the West Indies. 18 Naipaul's version of the strait-jackets of elimination begins, characteristically, with his own experience:
The local history I studied at school was not interesting. It offered so little. It was like the maps in the geography books that stressed the islands and virtually did away with the continent. We were a small part of somebody else's 'overview'; we were part first of the Spanish story, then of the British story. Perhaps the school histories could be written in no other way. We were, after all, a small agricultural colony; and we couldn't say we had done much. (The current 'revolutionary' or Africanist overview is not an improvement; it is no more than the old imperialist attitude turned inside out.) To discover the wonder of our situation as children of the New World we had to look into ourselves, and to someone from my kind of Hindu background that wasn't easy.1 9 It is at this point, when one has to look into oneself apart from the patterned perceptions given by one's culture for approaching such matters, that the solace of memory has to submit itself to the discipline of feeling.
How can one redeem this term, feeling, in a sufficiently non-Naipaul context to give him the benefit of a quality of apprehension that he believes to be central to the art of the novel? Thorn Gunn wrote a brief note, 'Writing a Poem,' in 1973. In it he spoke of trying to get at certain related concepts that preoccupied him as a man but eluded him as a poet. In what sense, he wondered, can innocence be repossessed? One day he stumbled onto the scene of a family -m.other, father, young childnaked, on a California beach, at ease. He got his poem without understanding why or how. / A poem,' he concluded, 'is a reaching out into the unexplained areas of the mind, in which the air is too thickly primitive or too fine for us to live continually.'20 When he saw the family he felt a strange sense of what he called decorum, the rightness of the occasion.
There were things about the process he did not understand:
But I did know that I had certain clear and strong feelings about them that I wanted to preserve, if possible by preserving the experience that elicited them. When I came to write the poem, it was all-important that I should be true to those feelings -even, paradoxically, at the risk of distorting the experience. 21 Naipaul has cultivated this paradox of risk with great courage over the last twenty-five years, seeking in relation to his felt experience a particular kind of nuance which at its best achieves the praise Wittgenstein directed at Grillparzer's writing: 'the truth it expresses never leans towards plausibility.'22 Plausibility I understand in this context to be a quality of ideological expectation that leads away from the carbon realities that the novelist seeks to preserve. And by preserving to conserve.
III
Part of our difficulty with Naipaul may be the circumstances in which he and his wide readership find themselves. A traditional novelist (say, the traditional straw man of such arguments -the nineteenth-century English novelist) tended to operate inside his own culture, taking his idiom and the accents of the real from the traditions of that culture. Accountability was limited and as a result the whole exercise of literature was more coherent, more bounded. In England, in relation to English literature, one could use words like 'truth,' 'centrality,' 'discrimination,' 'sensibility,' with some confidence. But no one would ask E.M. The twilight of the imperial gods lasts a long time and its scattered shadows retain a good deal of coercive reality.) Conrad could focus on Jim, the Patna, and the ethical crux that eats into his soul. A modern Conrad -Naipaul? -would have to be much more alert to what may be aesthetically peripheral to his subject, but ethically central to parts of his audience. The contemporary novelist works, often, under the pressure of total accountability, and has to answer to all parties in all directions for the justice or injustice of his fictional representations. This creates problems to the extent that any sensibility, any activity of the imagination, has to proceed on a basis of inclusion-exclusion. What is included is determined, in an important way, by temperament and culture. So is what is excluded. If exclusion -or a perspective of inclusion which disfigures the 'other,' the excluded, into the authentic shapes of its own feelings -is an act of violence in the aesthetic regions of the global village, then literature, as we have known it, ceases to exist. In this environment, so conducive to silence or pretending, Naipaul has courted the act of speaking with abandon, and the act of the novel with decided courage.
Eugene Goodheart has introduced the subject of resentment into the discussion of Naipaul. 23 We may say, I think, that the emotion of resentment and the objects it crystallizes around have something to do with the 24 This is a kind of history written from a garrisoned sense of not knowing the world: 'Growing up within my extended family, knowing nothing else, or looking at everything else from the outside, I had no social sense, no sense of other societies. '25 It is a kind of history writing itself through intuition and feeling into knowledge: 'So step by step, book by book, though seeking each time only to write another book, I eased myself into knowledge.'26 He is always, to use his own words to his fellow East Indians, 'dramatising the setting,'2 7 and the dramatis personae of these settings have the weights and values of inherited attitudes. Inclusion-exclusion is the defining feature of any culture. A novelist, like anyone else, finds the rocks of prejudice at the base of his sense of the world. One acknowledges them without denying they exist; one works around them and, in a way, because they are flawed bitterly into the fabric of one's memories and experience, one works with them in order finally to work through them. Writing controls ancestral voices or is controlled by them.
The failure to understand this leads one to overlook some nasty brutal developments. 'One should have seen,' Naipaul wrote, 'that all these half dead little territories had the possibilities of terror.,28 The possibilities, in effect, of Leopold's Congo joining bloodied hands with Mobutu's Zaire, in the name now not of empire but of ancestor. 29 Naipaul has come to recognize the malign uses of our ancestors in the modern world. He has exorcised his own; he has in his novels, with difficulty, exorcised them into the stuff of fiction. He has pulled himself, as person and voice, into visibility -a most important word in the world of race and colony which has been haunted by the spectre of invisibility, by what Naipaul himself has called a fear of extinction. 30 The element of rehearsal and posture surrounding this voice in his work may make it appropriate to refer to it, without denigration, as, in some of its tonal range, creative ventriloquism. This is partly, I think, what Robin Biswas had in mind when he felt that Naipaul was deploying an accent, an Oxford accent, against his fear and unease of the massive poverty and threat of India. 31 But the most startling instance of voice as a ventriloquism of memory is given by Naipaul in his most recent account of the point of genesis of his career as a novelist:
It was in that Victorian Edwardian gloom at one of those typewriters, that late one afternoon, without having any idea where I was going, and not perhaps intending to type to the end of the page,
I wrote: Every morning when he got up Hat would sit on the bannister of his back verandah and shout across, 'What happening there, Bogart?'3 2
Naipaul's wresting of a personal voice from the contingencies of his own place, community, and history has given his work an interrogative, soliloquizing tone. The result is very distinctly Naipaul, especially when that voice hovers over the history and the communities of the Caribbean like a continuing Day of Judgment. For instance, Naipaul speaks of Port of Spain and its regression from the dream of EI Dorado which had marked its early days: 'it was,' he wrote, 'like going back to the beginning of the world.' One is reminded here of the movement of Faulkner's imagination in Absalom, Absalom! which sends Sutpen back to the swamps and slaves and the dreams of power and plantation in the South. What we see here, as elsewhere in Faulkner, is a mythography of the imagination generating implosively its own synthesis; we do not get a jeremiad on the fragmentation and mess of stubborn unredeemed event. The way Faulkner's language consumes and creates fiction out of his grandfather's life -the melodramatic seedbed of his Sutpens and his Hightowers -contrasts sharply with the restraint that the aloof sensibility of Naipaul brings to the portrait and use of his father in A House for Mr. Biswas. The strong feature of Naipaul's work is the intrusion of his own immense difficultues into the web of history, of event, in such a way that they take on the particular magnifications of these difficulties. Naipaul travels through history somewhat in the way Bobby's car travels through Africa in In a Free State. It is all landscape, which shifts, changes, has an almost random quality orchestrated by mood. The floating camera and the shipwreck motifs from The Mimic Men capture another aspect of this. Behind the floating camera we sense a Tiresian Prufrock, a chorus in hiding, which has no intention of melting into the world it observes. This is not just fastidiousness, not just a technique of fiction. It is, possibly, his way of keeping the conscience of his own kind of consciousness.
What strikes one about this aspect of Naipaul is the always conscious strategies that any situation seems to demand from him. Absence at Wesleyan University is truly absence: the bookstore lacks the New York Review of Books.Y 3 It is, as an observation, absurd. But it is in character. Naipaul plots his relation to his world, and nowhere more powerfully than in his fiction. As Landeg White, Thieme, and others have demonstrated, Naipaul places into his novels, consciously, the haunting, reflecting foils of other writers: Bronte, Wells, Conrad .... 34 He uses these established novelists as Joyce is supposed to have used myth: it enables him to get a narrative, intellectual grip on materials that might otherwise remain episodic, or hostile to meaning. He would later write that 'any attempt at narrative can give value to an experience which might otherwise evaporate,'35 and we can see, I think, how an already shaped narrative, a Bronte or Rhys novel, could assist Naipaul in detaining and attaching the crystallized shapes of his own experience. Bronte and Wells, I feel, were a means of 'familiarization' for Naipaul, for a complex of experiences that, without them, might have lacked the 'density' or the kind of cultivated backdrop of an established society that Henry James found in England and felt that Hawthorne lacked in the United States. Always we get surrogate foils -Seepersad Naipaul and The Adventures of Gurudeva and Other Stories would be the most singular aspect of this -from which the glint of 'truth' may emerge voided of ideology, need, sentiment, or false belief. 36 Underdevelopment and overbelief are, for Naipaul, the distorting stigmata of colony. Hence the strange mixture of the shy and the aggressive we meet in him, attuned to and deflected by the mild resonance of unobtrusive literary models.
What we do not get is what Bakhtin called the 'polyphonic' novel. This is the kind of fiction Bakhtin believed Dostoevsky to have written, in which the characters are liberated from the control of the author into the status of independent subjects, loosed into a phenomenally free state and capable of eluding the point of view, the ambience even, of the author. This guerrilla conceit of the relation of writer to text, so hospitable to connotations of master-slave, empire-colony paradigms, is perhaps more attractive to a Russian critic in a period of revolution than to a novelist who sees himself in a period of endemic devolution. This is how Bakhtin puts it: 'Dostoevsky, like Goethe's Prometheus, creates not voiceless slaves (as does Zeus), but rather free people who are capable of standing beside their creator, or disappearing with him, and even of rebelling against him.'37 Whatever we think of Bakhtin's views of the polyphonic novel and however we may think them capable of application to novelists like Melville, Faulkner, Joyce, or Dostoevsky, we would have to see Naipaul refusing this conception of what being his kind of novelist is about. The responsibilities of the novel, for Naipaul, are neither prophetic nor liberationist. The shape of the human, of belief, of truth needs to be plotted with deliberation by a consciousness that has, as I have suggested, conscience at its centre. This gives a tautness and a moral precision to his novels which recall the Moore of Principia Ethica that Keynes was describing in his account of the Cambridge Apostles. Naipaul is neither a dogmatist of his own imagination nor a controller, in the adverse Bakhtin sense, of his own characters. It is true that after twenty-five years a writer of major stature is likely to have inhabited the territory of his imagination with some degree of fullness. In this sense, his control of language and his fluid capacity to dramatize settings can become either repetitious or predictable. It may be possible, in this way, to mistake the increasingly confident Naipaul, with his extraterritorial journalistic daring, for the writer as a manipulator of human souls that Bakhtin sets up against his polyphonic Dostoevsky. But Naipaul carries an extremely sensitized doubt into his fiction, an uncertainty that invests his prose with a shifting, volatile mix of emotions: compassion, bitterness, horror, won~ der, despair, puzzlement. The tones and variations of suffering and the passionate and acute observations of a complicated world offer as polyphonic a fiction as Bakhtin in his wildest dream of voiceless slaves and free people could have demanded. There is therefore a rich drama of voice in Naipaul's work which performs a masking, enabling role for his imagination; which informs his language without being taken over by it in the rich Faulkner manner; which touches on the characters of his fiction in such a way that it is the ethical shape of the ground they stand on and the predicament they stand in that grow into precision. Neither an implosion of language on the face of character nor an explosion of character on the face of language. Instead this fluent -polyphonic is the right word hereprobing voice. It is, and is not, a point of view. It is the character of the man, the temperament of the prose, the visible expression of a predicament.
The self that Naipaul deploys as voice in his fiction is shy, vulnerable, possessed of cunning, capable of camouflage. Melville speaks, in Moby Dick, of the terrible fate of all who come near the leviathan, while the small sea-gudgeon can move in and around that danger without fear. This would be, as a metaphor, a bit too preacherly for Naipaul's taste, but it does capture the darting, elusive, morally driven tone/mood/voice that inhabits his fictions and that comes out, at the end of its explorations and interrogations, with terrible, terrifying connections: the end of Guerillas is bleak, Sadeian, wicked in the extremity of the 'truth' it unravels about the human in that shallow grave, about the subtext of violence, politics, sexuality that forces itself increasingly into the conceptual and moral limits we have of the human in our time.
Naipaul is often accused of packaging his prejudice -racial and cultural -into his novels. If anyone suffers in the process of a Naipaul novel it is the writer whose feelings have carried him to intolerable places. In those places, which are frequently a Gethsemane for all concerned, resentment flourishes, the spirit of revenge presenting itself in the guise of virtue and necessity. Where the limits of my resentment are the limits of my world, the limits of my language are the limits of my ideological frame. Paradoxically, it is often at the point where questions of social and political justice most legitimately present themselves that the phenomenon of resentment comes most acutely into existence. The temptation to exempt, distort, ignore is very great on a writer caught in this terrain.
Nadine Gordimer has touched on these difficult questions for the white South African writer in an organized, racist society, delineating with some courage and precision an area of willed silence at the centre of her perceptions. 38 There are matters which she sees that she will not say when the saying of them, in a political environment of terror and naked power, may be used against those who already suffer. Truth which lends itself to evil may, in certain circumstances, recede into silence. Yet the question of the moral or political status of resentment in extreme situations is one that cannot be foreclosed automatically by an appeal to the extremity of this or that situation. Especially when one is dealing with the relation of a writer rather than that of a political militant -who may also be a writer -to the situation. The battle of the writer against resentment is central to his ambition as an artist even when, as a generalized and pressing emotion, it invades his subject and his subjectivity. It is here that the internal battle of Naipaul, with its distinctive floating voice -which is and is not, as I said, a point of view -mingles with the battle for Naipaul. Some sense of the first -the battle of Naipaul-is necessary, and it is their sense that there is such a battle being fought with intensity that gives the work of the best Naipaul critics its edge of precision. In Ecce Homo Nietzsche, to whom we are indebted for the location of resentment as a temptation for a post-romantic modern world, has put forward a very Naipaul-like brief against such defensible, reasoned silence as that of Nadine Gordimer:
It ... seems to me that the rudest word, the rudest letter are still more benign, more decent than silence. Those who remain silent are almost always lacking in delicacy and courtesy of the heart. Silence is an objection; swallowing things leads of necessity to be a bad character -it even upsets the stomach. All who remain silent are dyspeptic.
You see, I don't want rudeness to be underestimated: it is by far the most humane form of contradiction and, in the midst of effeminacy, one of our foremost virtues.
If one is rich enough for this, it is even a good fortune to be in the wrong. 39 Naipaul was not always in hot water. His early work -Miguel Street, The Mystic Masseur, The Suffrage of Elvira -is a celebration of East Indian life in Trinidad. It carries, with relaxed detail, a piety of feeling, of attachment to that world. A House for Mr. Biswas enlarges the range and quality of these sympathies and deploys them in a novel of achieved form. The insight that floods through the creation of Biswas into and around that East Indian world does so through channels of compassion and association. Of course, there is irony in this novel, but irony is not a gesture of dissociation here, since it works within that circle of affection. It will not be until Mr. Stone and the Knights Companion that overt dissociation enters his work. Kerry McSweeney is correct in his observation: 'It is as if there were a cordon sanitaire between the narrator and his subject, as there was never felt to be between the narrator and subject of Mr. Biswas.'4 0 At a certain point in his career Naipaul moves from association to dissociation as a mode of access to the realities that now begin to interest him.
The Mimic Men is the novel of departure. It is a moment in Naipaul's career that he has himself recognized as a break. One way of putting this would be to say that he was leaving behind him the gods of his own household and straying, with increasingly jaundiced impatience, into the territory over which other gods and other peoples moved. This was not a wilful straying. No doubt Naipaul's increasing distance from his Trinidad youth, added to the exhaustion of his relationship to it as a fictional resource after such detailed compassionate attention for the first decade of his writing life, contributed to the motions of dissociation. It is true too that the alienating pleasures of exile would have contributed to distancing as a means of access to new realities and as a mode of depicting these realities in fiction. Naipaul stepped into territory -autochthonic, sacred, syncretic -of other peoples' gods where angels, anthropologists, and a liberal Western intelligentsia feared to tread. And where difficult truths reside. Overt dissociation of this kind has to do, I believe, with a sense of barriers -physical, social, historical; with a sense of negation and emptiness which such a barrier-sense induces; with an increasing sense of the barrier-negation-emptiness phenomenon as impacting structure. It has to do with the association, within this alienating frame of reflection, of these negatives with colony, blackness, with the non-rational, the nonWestern. Eventually, in his non-fiction, this set of pessimistic correspondences turns on Naipaul and causes him to retreat into despondency. When one's perceptions lead one to this country where can one go? Put somewhat melodramatically, a self no longer sustained by a community, a family, a state, is abandoned by (and Coriolanus-like, abandons) its historical frame -as a kind of humanistic guarantee -and finds the world a typological purgatory. To call it hell would give its misery too solid a set of credentials. This is Naipaul, as tactic and as existence, in a free state. There are few threads, many threats, and much confusion in this dangling condition of cultivated and endured freedom. As Linda in the novel of this situation, In a Free State, puts it: 'It's their country. But it's your life.'41 Naipaul follows lives. Lives looked at for belief in an idiom of disbelief; belief looked at for life among the believers without that kind of belief.
Yet in Naipaul the anxiety, the questions that return again and again from the world that it scours (Islam, India, Africa, South America) bear a kind of testimony to belief. Not in the Other; not, either, in Self. The first has lost itself beyond sighting in ideological sand; the second has wilted under a withering and fastidious self-scrutiny. Consequently, there is a tendency for Naipaul's work to shift from the detail of the observed world, from the rich, ubi sunt gesturing that he, as a writer and a man, has deployed at that world, into an activity of language which pulls the lamentation, the sense of loss, the dismay, the reticent ambition for belief, into style.
In backing into this style, however, in eliminating the claims of contin-gency and resentment which originate from the world he lives in (London-New York) and the one he came from (Trinidad), Naipaul has made out of his tactics of dissociation an instrument of association which places his language at the disposal of that voice/tone/point of view. One might perhaps say it places it almost purely at the disposal of a perspective which values the clarity and the rudeness of its own intuitions. To hear this tone in Naipaul's prose is to read Naipaul as the poet he never tried to be and as the prophetic writer he has always refused to become.
There is an immense sadness in Naipaul. It has to do with himself, with the radical estrangement of his existence. 'In India I know I am a stranger; but increasingly I understand that my Indian memories, the memories of that India which lived on in my childhood in Trinidad, are like trapdoors into a bottomless past.'4 2 It has to do with a world which is almost helpless before its future. The catastrophic is not an invention of Naipau!'s imagination. This is the Brandt Report:
Current trends point to a sombre future for the world economy and international relations. A painful outlook for the poorer countries with no end to poverty and hunger; continuing world stagnation combined with inflation; international money disorder; mounting debts and deficits; protectionism; major tensions between countries competing for energy, food and raw materials; growing world population and more unemployment in North and South; increasing threats to the environment and the international commons through deforestation and desertification, overfishing and overgrazing, the pollution of air and water. And overshadowing everything the menacing arms race. 43 Between the trapdoor of that bottomless past and the spectres of a doomsday future, whatever belief and hope exist for Naipaul are salvaged by the integrity of his style registering the 'truths' of that internal probing voice. Naipaul has always had a remarkable ability to capture landscape and to fit it as sculpted atmosphere around character and event, around thought itself. Increasingly, the bones that strew the landscape of his prose are those relictae of religious and political beliefs which impact, narrow, terrorize the possibility of a future, of life. Not the bone beneath the skin which brought mortality to the metaphysical vision; but the blinkered dogmatics of ideological closure which foreclose even on the marginal options which the Brandt Report sketches out. Naipaul has a fugitive post-Enlightenment sensibility with a keen eye for Dark Ages, dark places. One says fugitive. Roving, disguised, would also do. He sees stunted histories, fragmented cultures frozen into posture, resentment as the claustrophobic emotion of the time. He sees it again and again, in place after place. There are, finally, no exemptions. Neither the place he lives in, the ground he stands on, nor the Boeing he sometimes flies in. It is the persistence eventually that strikes one.
There is an image which Ronald Paulson draws on in his recent book on Turner and Constable: a painting by Robert Streeter from the Queen's Collection. It is a representation of the landscape seen by Charles I from the oak tree in which he hid after the defeat of the royal forces at Worcester. Although one can make out the king in the branches of a tree at far right in the foreground, the scene has to be regarded as essentially a Charles' -eye view of the terrain. Here indeed is the viewer (Charles's surrogate) seeing without being seen, his eye ranging warily, and yet in retrospect with as much aesthetic appreciation as animal cunning, over both prospect and refuge. 44 Arguing from theories developed by Lorenz, through Jay Appleton, Paulson suggests that it is the capacity of landscape to generate a symbolism of prospect, refuge, and hazard which gives it, as an art form, such plasticity of emotional reference. Landscape, depending on the artist, can harbour the pastoral, the idyllic, the gothic; it can become the surface that carries a depth of fear and doubt as well as a frame of stability and peace. Constable and Turner are quite different from Caspar David Friedrich; both are different from the paintings that emerged from fourteenthcentury Florence in the wake of the Black Death when it is hard to speak yet of landscape in this way. A landscape painting within a memory of Auschwitz or Hiroshima, haunted by the coming world of the Brandt Commission, would be one moving into the crannies of its own despair for a quality of belief, of truth, moving in, over, and around the global prospect with a somewhat nomadic but urgent search for refuge. I see Naipaul in the tree looking over a post-Worcester world; I see him as Streeter registering this scene. I see Naipaul as the man who suffers and the mind which creates, as the king in hiding and the painter painting. Behind that camouflage of language, that rudeness of secreted belief, there is a constant refusal of silence and pretending. As Nietzsche said in a passage just cited: 'those who remain silent are almost always lacking in delicacy and courtesy of the heart.' After twenty-five years and after much friction and at times cranky speaking, that is what stands out from V.S. Naipaul: delicacy and courtesy of the heart. 
